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Abstract 


These are selected poems of the Bulgarian poetess Dimana Ivanova from her 2 poetry books: 
Invitation for a Father (2012) and Alphabet of the desires (2016). The poems are a slice of modern 
life, with symbols, extended imagery that talk about reflection on love and questions that are pointed 
toward the realization of human pain, suffering, longing, and the utter futility of waiting. There is 
penchant for love; there is a reflection on city life and the overall structure of understanding love in 
modern times. There is a world view spanning across London, talking about Japanese watch, time and 
emotions that are constantly recollected across borders and time. 
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SAMOHCKH 4aACOBHHK 
Dimana Ivanova! 


ATIOHCKHAT YACOBHUK C MapKa J[o1caea 
ce XHJIM OT BUTpuHata Ha ,, ecko”. 
UacoBHHKBbT Cbc THIpoBa Kaniika 

Me rajIM EpOTHYHO M0 JIMIeTO. 

Kakso e m1000BTa? — CH MHCJIA 4eCTO, 
ATIOHCKMAT YACOBHMK Tbh2KHO I[bKa. 
Epo tka KakBo e? — aK ce IMTaM. — 


UacoBHHKbT 3aMHCJIeHO MBH! 

A Hakora oOn4ax JO 3a0paBa 

a ryileqaM KHIM 10 aHTHKBapHaTHTe, 
BUTPHHUTe B KBaptasa Crapa IIpara, 
oOu4ax Cc 4acoBe a HaOHO2aBaM. 
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Cera o6m4am c 4acoBe Ja rleqamM 
3aMHCJICHHA TepraMeHT Ha TBOMTa KOKA 
HW H@KHO Ja A YYBCTBaM IO plete CH, 
TOMOOHO Ha KaviKa OT 4aCOBHHK. 
Heyeii Me rieya c TOKOBa WIMpoKH, 
pa3TBopeHH Jo OosKa WHdepomaTu, 
OTMepBall[M MHHYTHTe JO Kpas, 

a ThKHO BAMMWBal HEC OT HOOOBTa MH. 
/Ja 3aBbpTHM 110 reHHata ciiMpasia 
2KMBOTA CH Haj Ta3vM alicKa Oe3 Ha, 
lipequ c BBpxa 1, B CuHeBaTa cripsia, 

c MocjleqHaTa MHHyTa ja u34e3HeM! 


Translated version” 
Japanese Watch 


A Japanese watch, brand-name Java, 
Beams from the window of Tesco. 
The watch with a tiger-stripe strap 
Erotically strokes my face. 


What’s love? I often ask myself, 
The Japanese watch ticks glumly. 
What’s erotic? I also ask myself, 
the watch stays pensively silent! 

I used to love looking at books 

in the antique shop windows 

Of Prague’s old quarter, 

I loved to look at them, 
Oblivious, for hours. 

Now I love to look for hours 

At your pensive skin’s parchment 
And feel it gently on my arms 
Like the strap of a watch. 

Don’t look at me with such 

A wide face dilated in pain, 
Counting the minutes to the end, 
But today sadly breathe in my love. 
And above this hellish abyss, 
Wind our lives along the genetic coil, 
Before the tip of its blue spiral, 
And at the last minute disappear. 


79 


(—-) litinfinite 


Litinfinite Journal 

ISSN: 2582-0400 [Online] 
CODEN: LITIBR 

Vol-2, Issue-1 (2? July, 2020) 
Page No: 78-82 

Section: Poetry 


IInepo B Jlonz0Hn 


Dimana Ivanova! 


Xyoasata KosiomOuua nosy 

WM XBBpJIM Ce OT Kyslata Ha Taybp bpuyxK 

B TbMHO3eJIeCHHTe BOM Ha Tem3a, 

C HexaitHatTa HeOpexKHOCT Ha JeTe 

nopoya JayH, 

peliMso Ja u30ara OT KemleHIHTe 

Ha YUWIMLHaTa Kperoct H oma. 

Boyata A pve KaTO B JIOHO Ha ropa 

WM pycuTe HM KBAPHYM w34e3Haxa B MHL 

NO pasiphuasata BOAHa MOBBPXHOCT. 
IImepo u3s1e3e Th2KHO OT KyIaTa 

WM bro TEpcu cBosta KonomOuna. 
,.KONOMOHHA, Kbae cu!” - BuKalie TOM 

M MOCTOBETE My IIPHrylacaxa 2KeJA3HO, 

HW BATBPbT (PIMpTyBallle Cc [HK a. 

IImepo bro CKMTAa Kpali pexata, 

moKpali KaTeypasata Ha CBetn Ilerbp 

wu 10 Oxcdbopyx Crpuiit — muijeMepeH WeHaH, 
3allMTBallle TOM BCCKM Cpell{HaT rocnoHH 
3a PyCOKOCaTAa JJeBOlKa — HO, yBu! 

Hamatie 1 KonoMOnua — HHTO B ,,Xapoulic”, 
Hu B KadbeHenuata Ha Uaitua Tayu. 

IIpu Bce TOBa BCHYKH YIM4HU My3HKaHTH 
lIpapexa TeaTbp H ce cMeexa Ha IIuepo, 

ye IIpH ToKOBa KonoMOnHu Kpaii Hero 

€ TPbrHall Ja WHTa TOUHO 3a Ta3H, KOATO A HAMA. 
A Moxe 0M 4300110 HuKora He e CbIIeCcTByBasia? 


buisia e caMo IIpH3pak, CbH, MBIia B MBIviaTa?... 
IIpoka3Ho Haka3aHHe 3a COOCTBeHaTa My YHWJIa CbBeCT? 
Ex, TbMHa IeyleHa OOxBaHa ITuepo, 

CAKalll CMOr BBB IeCHTbpa Ha TbproBcKHa JIOHAOH 
3aCMyKa J{bJIOOKO KPbBTAa My OT BeHUTEe, 

u3MopeH, Tol ceqHa Kpaii pekaTa H ce 3arsieyfa, 

CTOPH My Ce, Ye M307 BOAaTa BK a OUNTe i, 

KOHTO Ca CHHH, HO cera H 3eJ1eHH, 

oOrppHaxa TO MHOXKeCTBO 3eJICHH, OesIM, CHHM TeyIeHH 
W TOM CHUM ce, crBpOu cBoa mpodus, 

B MUI OJIOJIA Ce H WaMOypHa BbB BOaTa 

CBC Tally OT cAHKa, KATO Medbuctoden, 
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a TbpCH CBOATA J1HOOMMa (He)m03HaTa 
Cpe, KOHICHTpH4HU Kpbrose, pa3lIpbCKBalllM HexaiiHu cTpodu! 


Translated version” 
Pierrot in London 


Beautiful Columbina went mad 

And hurled herself from the top of Tower Bridge 
Into the dark green waters of the Thames 

With the careless indifference of a child 
Determined to break out from 

The shutters of fortress-school and home. 

As if into the heart of a forest, the water took her in 
And her blond curls disappeared swiftly 
Beneath the water’s fluorescent surface. 
Sorrowful, Pierrot left the tower 

And searched a long time for his Columbina. 
‘Columbina, where are you?’ — he called 


And the bridges would echo himstonily, 

And the breeze would flirt with the rain. 

For a long time Pierrot wandered 

Beside the river, around St Paul’s Cathedral 

And down Oxford Street — a two-faced dandy, 

He asked everyone he met 

About the blond-haired girl — but alas! 

Columbina wasn’t there — not in Harrods, 

Nor in the coffee bars of China Town. 

Every street musician, however, put on 

A show and laughed at Pierrot — 

That with so many Columbinas around him 

He was out asking for the one not there. 

And maybe she’d never existed at all? 

Was she but a ghost, a dream, a wraith in the fog? 
A punishment prescribed for his own bad conscience? 
A dark shroud took hold of Pierrot, 

As if the smog in the commercial heart of London 
Sucked deeply on the blood in his veins, 
Exhausted, he sat beside the river and stared, 

He thought he saw her eyes beneath the water, 
Eyes that once were blue and now were green, 
Wrapping him in many green, white, blue shrouds 
And he eased himself down, bent double, 

Swayed for a moment and tumbled into the water, 
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Cloaked in shadow just like Mephistopheles, 
To search for his favourite (un)known 
Among concentric circles, scattering careless stanzas! 
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